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DARLING NELLY GRAY. 


3 




Arranged for tlm Guitar by T. BRIGHAM BISHOP. 
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2. When the moon had ciimb’dthe mountain and the stars were shining too, Tlien I’d 

4. My ca-noe is un - der wa - ter and my ban-jo is unstrung, I’m 
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little red ca-noe, While my ban - jo sweetly I would play. 

sonjrsjshaMeim sun stay on the old Ken- tuck -y shore. ' 


Clioru3, to the last Verse. 



Oh! my darling Nel • ly Gray, up in heaven there they say, That they’l 



angels clear the way, Fare-well to the old Ken-tuck-y shore. 
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My eyes are getting blinded and I cannot see my way, 
Hark! there’s somebody knocking- at the door 
Oh! I hear the angels calling and I see my Xelly Gray 
Farewell to the old Kentucky shore. 


































































